
Grandparents 

Nothing good ever comes out of birthday dinners with my father’s side of my family.  

My grandparents have always been slightly racist towards people of Asian descent, so 

when my mother, a Japanese woman, married my father, they were met with resistance. My 

grandpa has become much more tolerant of Asian people over the years especially after my 

brother and I were born, but my grandma continues to be slightly intolerant.  

They live in an area with a large population of Korean people, and my grandma 

complains about the Korean signs everywhere. My grandparents always avoid the side of their 

town with Korean establishments and instead choose to stay in their own bubble. 

I was told to choose a place to eat for my own birthday dinner, so I chose a Korean 

restaurant. I thought it was a waste to travel all the way to their house just to ignore the amazing 

selection of Korean restaurants. I assumed everyone would be happy because they have meat 

there, and my father’s family often eats steak at family dinners.  

At first, everything was fine. We sat down, started chatting, and placed our orders. My 

grandpa, wanting to be more adventurous, decided to try some tofu. I greatly appreciated this 

action as I knew the tofu was out of his comfort zone. Thankfully, he ended up enjoying it and 

eating the entire bowl. Once our food arrived, the rest of my father’s family ate happily as the 

restaurant was quite delicious.  

Toward the end of the dinner, I looked over at my grandma to discover that she had 

hardly touched her plate of short ribs. I was told they were not cooked well enough for her as she 

enjoys meat that is so well done, it is nearly burnt. Instead of asking for her dish to be cooked 

longer, she decided to sit there throughout the dinner as though she were a stubborn child who 

did not get her way. 



As I went to sleep that night, I promised myself that I would never become someone like 

my grandma who lets intolerance cloud her judgment. I vowed to be accepting and willing to try 

things out of my comfort zone, but at the very least be as tolerant of others as I can. I learned to 

strive to become a person like my grandpa and to never turn into my grandma. 


